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_ “Tam very sorry to say that almost upon the eve of the Academy opening my unfortunate parent has managed to get himself into very warm water 
with the authorities there. It appears that Dad, after putting the finishing touches to his own pictures on Varnishing Day and paying a visit or two to the 
Refreshment Room, very thoughtfully, I consider, made up his mind to do what he could to assist his friend Millais. For some extraordinary reason, however, 
Sir John seemed quite unable to appreciate this delicate little act of attention, and Alexandry tells me his language was most unpresidential.’’—Toortsiz. 


THERE’S MANY A SLIP. THE MAN WHO THREW STONES. 


—_—~— 


‘Twas in the twentieth year of the reign of the Right 
High and Puissant King, Henry the Eighth, 1529, Mr. 
Ainsworth tells us. 

“*God's death!’ exclaimed the King, ‘So, fellow, thou 
hast dared to nage disrespectfully of us. Ha!’ ‘I have 
spoken the truth,’ replied the butcher, fearlessly. ‘I have 
said you were about to divorce your lawful consort, 
Catherine of Arragon, and to take the minion Anne 
Boleyn.’ ‘Foul befall thy lying tongue for saying so, 
replied Henry, furiously, ‘I have a mind to pluck it from 
thy throat and cast it to the dogs, What ho! guards, take 
this caitiff to the summit of the highest tower of the castlo 
and hang him from it, that my loyal subjects in Wiudsor 
may sev how traitors be served.” 


« * * * * * ’ 

In the days of bluff King Hal but little time was wasted ¥ 

on a traitor; in the reign of William LV. the law was still i 

that they should be “ hanged, drawn, and quartered.” ' 
On the 19th of June, 1832, the Sailor King and Queen i 

Adelaide, on the grand stand at Ascot, had just advanced { 
to the front to acknowledge the applause of the company \f 
below when two stones were thrown in quick succession at i 

(1) Leand, ‘ his Majesty. The first rebounded from the building to the ; 
ring Evee: I dont feel at all well this (2) Futboy. I'm awfully sorry for you, old (3) But he knows now, right enough, and, ground below, but the second struck the King a somewhat 5 
mew erything 1 eat or drink dis- fellow. I never know what it is to bu what's more, he isn't at all pleased with his severe blow on the head, the injury, however, being fortu- | 
me, upset. experience, , nately very slight, owing to the stone striking the hat he wore. i" 


Mee 
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The assailant was immediately seized “and found to be old and 
decrepit, with a wooden leg. and wearing the tattered garb of a 
sailor. He gave his name as Dennis Collins, and ‘the wretched 
creature was considerably below the middle height, whilst his 
eppenrence was the reverse of pleasing, on account of the want 
cleanliness of his person.” 

Called upon for his defence, he said: “I own myself ina great 
fault for throwing these stones at his Majesty. I was in Green 
Hospital as an in-pensioner, I had been there eighteen months. 

he ward-keeper was sweeping the place, and I told him he had 
no business to sweep it more than once a day ; the boatswain’s 
mate abused me and | returned it. A complaint was then made 
to the governor, and [ was expelled for life.” 

He went on with a long, rambling statement in the same style, 
winding up with, “I had not broke my fast for three days ; merely 
distress drove me to it. His Majesty never did me an injury.” 

The sentence of death which was pa on the prisoner was not 
carried out for he was upwards of seventy years of age, but he 
was transported to Van Diemen's Land, where he died about two 


years later. 

He had lost his leg in an action wherein he had fought with much 
gallantry, After leaving Greenwich Hospital he appears to have 
supported himself by begging, and was well-known at fairs and 
Tuce-courses, 
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ECSTRYORDINRY ATRACKSHUN, 
Nex weak wil be kommens a narritif off 
INTENS INTEREST, 
detailin the are bredth skapes an 
BLUD CURDLEN ADVENTURES 
Of them world-faimed Batsy Bounders, 
BLUp STANE BIL AN ALICK OFF THE EVIL I. 
Horder Erli, Wen the pres brake down we leef orf printin, 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


———— 
rae cme ndents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be ret 


ould inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Yes, if stamps are sent, EXQUIRER—Prithee see the rules above, 
Thanks for cheery letter, WINNIE ; Tootsie sends her fondest love. 


Not in owr arrangement, BARKER. Sorry, JEM, we do not know ; 
Any lawyer, though, will tell you. Not the space to,H. N. O. 
Fire away, then, Most DEVOTED. Much o aged Sor cutting, 
Leech. Glad you like it, E. F. SALTER ; ALLY's splendid ata 


speech, 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DAuzigL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, EC, 


Show Cards wilt be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


On sale at all Fiera sea Besbatler 20 cent: 
at ‘001 s’, at imes, or 
eoial arrangement at’ our : ° 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQue, 
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NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Servants on duty eae '), who shall ha to meet 
with his or her death ina Hailway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a4 ¢ of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'8 }1ALF- 
Howipar” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance ‘laste one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


ee 
OH, THOSE EXCURSIONS! 
CRYSTAL PALACE 


This is the ninth “ special,” and old Marygold, who wants to get to 
his little villa at Sydenham, is still waiting at London Bridge. 


——_H ere 


ACCOUNTS CLOSED. 


THERE was an old score to wipe out, but, of course, she did not 
show that she was watching for an opportunity to settle-it; that 
would not have been according to the usages of polite society. 
Such little affairs some be nett ed with a verbal stiletto, when the 
o in rtv can be caught unawares. 

" caeeuemtly she smiled pleasantly as she remarked that she 
had met Mrs. Poorman that afternoon. ae 

“ A very pleasant and agreeable little woman,” she added. 

“Oh! yes,” replied her social antagonist, carelessly ; “her hus- 
band is my husband's manager, you know.” 

“So she told me; but, really, I don't think that makes her any 
the less pleasant to meet.” 

She felt then that she had scored one, but she was not satisfied. 

“ Not at all,” returned her social antagonist, as soon as she had 
recovered a little from the shock ; “but it is too bad that she 
does not dress better. Sometimes, you know, she looks almost 
shabby.” 

es — is ; but she explained that.” 

“ n ee ” 

“Oh! yes. She said that her husband could not give her real 
lace on an imitation salary.” 

Thus all the accounts on the old ledger were closed, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 627.—The “ Maytime Cycling” Costume. 


Fair Customer (who can't get anything on—smaller than sevens)> 


ere I couldn't think of taking “sevens”; I never did such a thing 
fore. 
Astute an. Of course not, madam ; these are large sixes. 


Fair Customer, Give me a dozen pairs. 


“WE ARE, WE ARE, WE ARE!” 


(1) r (abjectly). I'm sure I ’umbly begs yer pardon, 
monseer ; it was quite an unfortinate haxident as | trod on yer toe. 
1 wouldn't go for to do sich a thing wilfully for a thousand pound ! 


(2) Half-an-hour later, after the third quart. Likely to be war? 
Garn! Where's the people as ‘ud ‘ave the pluck to fight us? 
Why, 1 could tackle twenty bloomin’ furriners on my own cheek ! 
I'm ’ yer—we are a great an’ glorious nation | 


egy 


(Saturday, May 2, 1896, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD, 


Townleigh. Well, 1 know what to do with you to... 
old man. How would you like to sce the calves in Hyde Fae sas 

Country Cousin, Calves — Hyde Park—you don't mean to s,, 
they let it out for (vers now , 

Torvnleigh. Oh, , no, I was alluding to the morning bicy¢;, 
parad . 
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“Yi,” said the gallant campaigner, “throughout the batt}. it 
was mysilf was always in the van.” “Thrue for yez, } 
remar! a but it was the luggage van, wasn't it?” ' 


Young Wine Merchant, Well, sir, do you think you will be ab), 
to recommend this wine for me? ; 
aneener, 2 would me eg a but fortunately ;,, 

er-in-law is already a lon’t know Whou 
it would be of use, oe i deal a 


Snipper. Do zo know German? 

Snapper, Well, that depends, 

Snipper. How} 

Snapper, Why, whether it's yours or mine. 
ss 


s 
In various ways the grave New Woman seems 
Extremely “new” indeed ; 
With many a novel phantasy she teems, 
nd many a novel creed. 
But, spite of all her newness, there is one 
point on which she chooses 
To be old-fashioned still. She's not begun 
To pay the bets she loses !! 
ScENE—Confectioner's, 
Very Small Customer (sent to buy caramels). Please, I want two 
pennyworth of choc'late camels. 


ss 
s 
Doctor, Ah, yes, you'll do very nicely now, but pra 1 
that any shock mig ¢ cause you a serious rela; a Y recollect 
2 eet haps, you'll be good enough to post 
sending in your bill for s month or twee Bh to postpone 


“ AND what,” said the Emancipated Female upon the platforn. 
“what, I by GiaWewen) aula ‘women conuet prod ores 
“Hold his tongue,” remarked a tired voice from the back seats 
and then a great silence fell upon the meeting. 

ss 


s 
Sunday-School Teacher. What is conscience? 
No answer. 
Sunday-School Teacher. What is it that troubles you whe. 
you've been stealing Farmer Guffin’s apples { 
Chorus, The stummick cake, teacher. 


reson feet) Father, may I join Signor Screechini’s singin; 


classes 

Father. Certainly Jane, I can't afford it. 

roy dost Then I s teach myself at home. 

Father. Jane, come to me this evening and I'll give you a che 
for a two-year course at what'shisname'’s—Screechini's, 

= 

Cholly. Gus, deah boy, you'll ’xcuse me, 1’m sure, but as you'r 
spooning Cis, the guv’nor told me to find out what you're worth. 

Gus. Well, at a low computation, 1 should say that I'm worth 


fully a thousand a year; but I don’t mind telling you, in stric: 
confidence, old man, that [’m only receiving a hundred and twents. 


Counsel, Are you acquainted with the prisoner's antecedents? 
Witnese. I never knew 'e ‘ad any aunts, but I’ve bin interduvosi 
to sume of ‘is other relations. *.° 


You'Re sitting on the tile, Tab 
By these fierce e unspied iby, 
An (hrose® the air my Leimert pair 


y boots I’ve s 
And half a sack of coal-cobs black. 

But I fear I've “thrown them wide "— 
Your squall from yonder tile, Tabby, 

Is a squeal of conquering pride! 


Midgers. It’s having all these Children to keep that runs ava; man | 


with my income. could 
Snigge. But I thought you married two of your daughters oii vg 
bag? bps i a 
adgers, That's right, and 1 have to keep their children as well. t pb 
now. aie és Pat 
ms rian: 

Kober 


“GuLaDys,” said the young man as he bent lovingly over he. 
“Gladys, my own darling, say the word that will make me th 
happiest of mo gay t ‘ou return my love.” “by all 
means,” chimed in the lovely girl ; “I’ve got no use for it my! 
whatever.” And yet another desperate young idiot went ow” 
search of cold pizen. *,° 


Mendicant. Ah, sir, it’s very hard to be out of work. 
Sharpshins, 1s le now? I should have thought it was very ¢1*'. 


i 


THE SORROWS OF OLD NICK. 
(Not BY MARIE COBELLI.) 

“Wuat's up, old chap?” : p 
Prince Lucio drew himeelf up to his full imperial height, sn1! 
then as I never seen him before. He 
beautiful. His flashing eyes flashed, his 
ponents Dose Cc! and his hair seemed to grow a nimbus. a hal? 
of glory, upon it. He was ethereal. He was transmogrifie(. 

“What's up?” he echoed. “Nothing is up. 1am down. Ah: 
if you only knew my worries!” 

“Worries? Why, what worries have you?” 

“T bear the sins of the world on my shoulders.” 

“Youdo? Then what are you?” 

“T am Old Nick.” 

For a moment I stared in astonishment. Then I began to ia 
him. He looked so Marie-Corelli-ish. Anybody could tell he *¥ 
Lucifer—not Lucio. Still, he had made me a millionaire, ani bs 
ro me married to a nice girl, so I really had a lot to thank lm 


for. 

“If people would only be good,” he said, “they might take" 
back into that paradise which I lost. But everybody is wich 
and I haven't got a chance,” 

“Then why do you go on tempting people?” 

“1 am bound to. My oath makes me.” 

“Surely the d——1 ~— break an oath.” ; 

“Yes; but he isn’t half as black as he is painted. Look het: 
will you start me? Will you be good, and give me one chanr: 

“1? No fear. Why should I be good, when you have made 
worth five millions?’ 

“Yes, I'm always making bloomers.” me 

“Well, I'm sorry to see any poor devil with a lot of sorte. 
much less the d——1. But don’t you think it is a tritle wie"! 
for, to go and write a book about them?” 

“Certainly. But it’s not my fault. Nowaday lie 
books about yellow asters, or something extraordinary abou! (" 
gious things—subjects that nobody ought to write books uj" 

“ That's an extra sorrow for you, isn't it?" 

ioe I'd be a happier man, if they'd only leave a poo 

alone. - 

“What would you do with the author of that book about ! out 
sorrows, if you had her safe down here?” 

better not repeat his answer. 


knew that I saw him 
was transcendent! 


} 
people only 
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LUMPS OF DELIGHT. 
No. 5. 
*,* For OBvVious REASONS ALL NAMES ARE WITHHELD. 


Miss F. L., of Garter's ee Green, is anxious to 
net with a suitable partner. She is fair, in the chorus, deuced 
well made, and pretty playful when she once begins. She comes of 
a good family, and is only nineteen. ALLY has known her from 
childhood and has watched her sprout. The Old Man looks on 


her ax hall-marked, and quite beyond the average. Will yer buy, 


buy, buy? 
a rr’ 
TOOTSIE AT THE PRINCESS’S. 


Ir Mr. Albert Gilmer can always put on with such good 
scenery, such thrilling incidents, and such pA vy acting, he ought 
not to lack patrons at the Princess's, 

Looking back at the past, when this house had been the scene of 
so many triumphs, it seemed, indeed, a shame no one could take 
its fortunes successfully in hand and achieve triumph. The right 


Aleem Khan: Mn. ROBERT PATEMAX, 


man has been found in Mr. Gilmer, and what better p hts 

could he have selected than George R. Sims and Arthur irley? 
Agnes Hewitt, Robert Pateman, Frank W. Clifton Alderson. 

and a host of clever actors he has into his service, and 


the brink of oc to 
But this in Oxford Street is not that sort. She is an 
undersized awkwardly-made slavey, with a passion for novels and 
novelettes, and awfully funny are her sayings and doings. There 
ave been no end of comic slaveys, from the time Mrs. Keeley 
played Betsy Baker to the other ma when a relation of hers per- 
formed in Miss Clo Graves's delightfully comic Mother of Three. 
There are in the piece two other heroines. There is one who gets 
herself accused of murder and eventually proves her innocence, 
We have met that kind before, but not, that I remember, 
played than by Miss Hettie Chattell, Then there is Miss Agnes 


aah / 
K\, 


Captain Stanmore : 


Kate Armyer: 
MK, CLIFTON ALDERSON, 


Miss HEeTTIE CHATTELL, 
Towitt as Marnquita, the mistress of one of the wicked characters, 


ooking charming in the pict Mexi 

ying | uresque Mexican costume she wears. 

af Ne Star of India angi to have a good run, and you ought to 
ce and go and see it. Mr, Albert Gilmer, you have begun 

cll, Goon and prosper ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPER'S PlhbS 


PRICE 9} PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


PULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY BACH Box. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE Ero. 


Carnaby Mouse, Huddersfield, 
April 11th, 1896. 
pie Mon ca ee Laverd FH bo to acnd two 
our wondcrie oper Pills 
return of post. mien la, 7d., enclosed, > ” 
Yours very reapectfully, 
JAMES HEALEY. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
914. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


jally to those who wish to know ofa f 

le, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- 

gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 

under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 

UBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS. 
No case hopeless, failure is er igh impossible, 
= Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 


ites : 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiet 
and misery was over within twenty dour hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
oy pking pills and other things in vain. 

e 


errr fore foletotetefelatetetstetattafats 


quantity you sent proved effective, LADIES 

to my intense joy and s ." LADIES 

A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- LADIES 
monials and medicine, which is inex: ve, 

as one bottle at 4s. éd. (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- LADIES 

ually sufficient for any case. LADIES 

Full particulars will be  Bladly forwarded to LADIES 

any lady on receipt of addressed envelope, LADIES 

Rs. A. S. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
DON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The 


most effectual on carth. Nothing can resist them. 
94d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist, 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN 
Prati na jor sent free on receipt 


THE VENTRILOQUIST’S LEADING DUMMY. 


MEN have come and men have gone, but the Ventriloquist's 
Leading Dummy is just the same as ever. The crimson tint onthe 
old fellow’s liberally-pimpled proboscis has not changed a shade ; 

ears and years of impertinent interrogation have not dimin 

is indignant surprise at being asked the most personal and 
insulting questions, he meets many of them in a fitting 
spirit of rebuke, but hz is nota whit the less amazed was 

ifteen or twenty years ago, and he is the same martyr to ridiculous 
circumstances that he ever was. The d begun by the 
Professor, still runs on lines such as these : 

“Now, sir, will you oblige these ladies and gentlemen with a 


mong! 
“ h ? ” 

“1 didn’t say ‘ay, I said will you oblige these ladies and gentle- 
men with a seng? 

“T can’t; 1 got a cold.” 

“T'm very sorry to hear it ; and pray, sir, how did you catch it?” 
“T didn't catch it; it caught me!” 

“Ha! ha! Justso. But what do you suppose, caused it?” 

“Oh, I got it a-goin’ on a sea voyage.” 

“ A sea voyage, eh? Didn't you enjoy the fresh air?” 

“Not me! The capt'in shouts out ‘ Three sheets in the wind.'’” 

“Ah, yes. A nautical term.” 

“TI dunno about that ; [ could ha’ done with a extry blanket !" 

“ You evidently don't understand sea terms?” 

“No, I don’t think I do; for when he hollers out, ‘All hands on 
deck,’ I put mine there.” 

“But your hands on the deck?” 

“Yes ; and—somebody trod on ‘em!” 

“That made you angry, sir?” 

“You're right, 1 hit him—and got run in for it!” 

“Then you ve been in prison, eh?” 

“Oh yes, I’ve done my little bit of time!” 

“You own it?” 

“No, I didn’t own it. I was only a lodger"—and so on, almost 
without end. But we all listen tu it, and laugh at it, and ALLY 
SLOPER’S not at all sure, after all, if it isn’t more palatable, poor as it 
is, than the problem drama or the play in which the central figure 
is a person with “a past.” 


ooo 


L'ENFANT TERRIBLE. 


Ir was one of those children who literally cannot keep still, and 
its mother was one of those poor, weak-minded women that have no 
more idea of ruling the infant mind than of scaling the Matterhorn 
in high heels and bloomers. First the omnibus gave a bit of a 
lurch, and the brat went out of the door and into a basket of 
washing that stood on the conductor's platform. Then another 
lurch sent it scooting up the 'bus to collide with the fareboard. 
Anon, it clambered over several passenger's knees, and, after 
leaving its little footprints all over the velvet cushions, shut its 
precious finger in the sliding ventilator beneath the driver's seat. 

As its yells subsided somewhat, a stuttering old gentleman 
leaned across from the opposite seat and addressed the mother : 

is Y-y-y-your little b-b-b-boy, madam?" 

“ Yes,” said the weak woman, smiling proudly, 

“Ah! 1 w-w-w-wish he was m-m-m-mine,” 

“Do you really, sir? Why?” 

“I'd Ap-p-p-point his funeral for n-n-n-nex’ Saturday morning, 
and I.[-I-I'd see that he was ready, too!” _ 

And he chuckled to such an extent that the conductor, who had 
lost a maiden aunt by apoplexy some years before. became 
positively alarmed, 
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THE FOX-HOUND OF THE FUTURE. 


“ Now then Ponto, over!” 


——19—_—___ 


; AND AT IT HE WENT AGAIN. 

LITTLE Johnny had been haughty, aud was sent from the table 
without having any dessert. _ For half-an-hour he had been sitting 
in the corner of the roomcrying. At last he thought it time to stup, 

Well, t hope you have done crying now,” said his mother. 

Haven't done,” said Johnny, ina passion. “J'm only resting.” 


—— 


SCNIDER'S FIND. 
Honesty is nearly always the best policy, unless you do your 
swindling in a very big way indeed, . 
The little shopman who does in thirty bob from the till gets 
labour. The bogus company promoter retires on a fortune, 
gets made aJ.P., and metes out stilt terms of imprisonment to 


sporting yokels caught poaching a rabbit. 
Senider was not exactly a thief. He handed round the plate in 
his chapel, and assumed virtuous indignation when people strayed 
the path of rectitude. No, the world didn't call him a thief, 
He would have brought an action against it if it had, and very 
robably won it. Scnider was the sort of man who saves up his 


coppers for buying matches of blind men, and is never so 
happy as when he gets an extra sixpence in his change. The kind 
of fellow who rides first with a third, never pays his fare if he can 
help it, and wouldn't i 
tell n waiter he'd 
had an extra bread 
for worlds, 

Picture his joy, 
then, when he raw 
that the man who 
got out at the Inst 
station for- 
ne the goodly. 

king hamper he 
had brought into the 
train with him. 
lighted, and his 

an #4 
satisfaction was still 
further enhanced by 
the knowledge that 
he Parsing had 


for had he not, by the administration of sundry furtive kicks, 
contrived to push the hamper still further under the seat. Scnider's 
gt le now was that someone else in the carriage would notice 
it and insist on informing the guard. 

How anxiously he watched his fellow-travellers as the train drew 
up at the various stations, how his heart leapt with joy as the 
compartment gradually cleared. Hang it, though, the next was 
his own station, and the two men in the corner showed no signs of 
moving. No matter, he would go on now, and wait till they did 
fc out. He dare not take the hamper out before them, they might 

ve noticed the man get in with it. One, two, three stations — 
his own went the men, and Scnider was feeling very wroth when 
they at last alighted. Suddenly one of them noticed the hamper 
beneath the seat and he turned to Scnider. “Is that yours, sir?” 
he asked. Scnider wns desperate now, and meant going through 
with the affair to the bitter end. “ Yes,” he answered, “that's 
mine,” and his questioner said no more, 

Scnider was now nine miles from his home, and also in mortal 
dread that the company might have been already informed of the 
loss. Suppose they stopped him as he was taking it out? Hang 
it, he must chance that, he thought, as he felt the weight of the 
hamper. It wouldn't do to go back by train, though; he must 
takeacab. He did, and it cost him eight and six. Excess rail- 
way fare, one and nine. Pres 

e could hardly contain his excitement as he and his wife 
opened the prize. What would it prove to be? Provisions, wine 
game, fish, poultry—something even more valuable, perhaps. 

Great heavens, what was this? 

A dead baby! 

a 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 


&X 


Bk 
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JUAN PHILANDER SLOPER. 
(Surnamed the “ Lady-Killer.” ) 
Born, 1260. STABBED, 1300. 
From the Painting by Ilogarth Bisher, at the British Museum, 
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BOTH MAD. 


McNAB ANNOYED AGAIN. 


ie ~ 


’Tatur said, “Now the murther will be done.” 


Pilly. What have you been doing to your hair 
and sleeves? 

(Gertie. And what have you been doing to your 
collar and trousers? 


HE KNEW THEIR LITTLE WAYSP 


and the 
ited ! ” 


Smith (reading racing brérwde i Hubby, Nurse- ~~ 


(5) “Gurrah! Gurrah!” shouted 


maid, Mother-in-law, scratc! ¥, “play light.” 


Jones. Of course she did! That's the way of ‘em ! 


*,* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive 
photographs srom those of her friends whose 
portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS. 


SE 
‘ul A 


SiN TTA eM 
PCMAG Atala TG 


Short days ago the Old Man rid O’er Putney Bridge on ‘bus with 
lit cigar, Two blood-shot eyes a hat well hid, Two eyes that, longing, 
glanced towards “The Star!” There, on the counter-ledge in mind, 
he saw A tiny hand just lightly laid A pint of stout, or out “Un- 
sweetened” pour, Of fragrance tender, then he said, “ Hang the loafer's 
happy throng, Blow the tavern on the shore. Ah! yes, yon river 
flows along Between meand the door. Come, the church clocks are 
defining, Time is flying,’ Must be hieing ; Come, ‘tis Trotére’s hour of 
dining, There, at home, he waits for me!” But A. SLOPER was mis- 
taken, it was net Mr. Trotére's dinner hour—(1) or he would not, 
earlier in the day, have turned his nose up at Mrs. 8.’s Irish stew. 


No. 441.—M1ss AILsa CAIRNS. 


“ Love, I beseech thee, but one word of hope.” Out of compliment to the composer of the song of the century,—need 
‘on iad ot = ee Dovk Snook, he say “ Ol¢ Madrid Berea wore Spanish warb aed ariiad 

“My guiding star, the idol of my heart.” uitar,—(2) causing chyiking from over the garden wall on his 
is oa —Lord Bob, Aone ote el home. Mr. Trotére’s pretty Putney home is thoroughly 


Spanish.—(3) After being ushered by a Spanish maid into the 


“ g reads red in my sight.” 1 
The ground she t ime i drawing-room, where A. SLOPER observed a charming Spanish 


—The Hon, Billy. 


1) As the Elder was having hi tutional, Padd 2) But the Elder sli out and 
(Y ineiher will be d a ll ne pl gy 


(4) And McNab said, “ Take that, you scorpion, there's the 
first drap o’ water you've had on your carcass for some time.” 


(6) And continued, “Ar'm done wid ye, ye Scatch spal- 
peen ; you're no class, be jabers !” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—H. TROTERE, Esq. 


EGGS-ACTLY s0 


they was to put hens there, 
THE IDOL OF THE SEASON. 


ee a ee 
Lady, | wanta r, not an idler, 
The’ British Worker. Well, I've been 4 
gardin’ o’ the plants an’ keepin’ the slug: 
away all the blessed mornin’! What mor 


ja do you expect of me? 


' 
fly-catcher hanging from the ceiling, and that the furniture was“ 
Spanish mahogany.—(4) He was received by Mr. Trotére in the 
garden. Amid fragrant groves of Seville oranges and Spanish onion 
spreading roots of the native liquorice and Barcelona nut trees. en 
and Toledo blades of grass springing up on the lawn, the Emine!! 
felt quite at home in his costume. Space will only allow the cm 
sion of the interview, “You keep a ener, Mr. Trotére?” “(0 
yes, a man tiller, of course.” “And may I ask if you like Laie 
interviewed?” “No, it is Madrid—I mean my dread.” ‘ Now. sl 
soap do you use?” “Castille.” “ You should. be very happy int 
delightful spot.” “Tagus altogether, yes.” “One more quest", 
1 beg of you.” “Certainly, MR. SLOPER, ask it by all mea" 
“ You were in the army, I believe?” “I was band sergeant ae 
Rifle Brigade. and have not forgotten the word of command.” * 
that is?” “Right about. Quick march !"——(5) A. SLOPER t , 
the hint and his leave, pufting a cigarette named after the fame" 
composer's latest song—“ Asthore.” Justice to Ireland at last! 


(Saturday, May 2, 1896, 


Pat Hooligan. 1 wonder, Mr. Moriarty 
whoi they always put a cock a-top of th. 


weather and devil a hen d'ye see. 
Moriarty. Shure, Pat, me boy, it'd be the 
S difficulty they’d have collecting the eggs, i 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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Pe aS Peel. 
Cer Quo’ 


A Mun, Tr 1c kK 


ae OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

Though splendidly their rivals tried, The ‘‘ Wednesdays” would not be which we've heard, Are really—well, they're too absurd :—A plucky rescue t'other 
denied :—T he great Barnato interviews The President, and states his views :— day, Took place, I hear, down Chelsea way :—St. Andrew's, pnecer ded has been Of 
The rulers of the « Queen’s Navee” Are much perturbed at Charles, I see:—The this disgraceful act the scene.— That's all I can do for you to-day, my noble 
Wyndham Celebration will Present a most attractive bill :—These Paris duels, of patrons. All satisfied, I hope? Ta-ta!——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


UNFORTUNATELY PUT. 


 Yuss, Mrs, Brown, Goodger's Soap may be the 
best for aught I know, but I allus says that it's quite 
himmaterial to me what brand's in use.” 


; 


y 


Dully, What made Uncle Zip walk away from 
son xo Crossly just now? 

Mreddy, J dunno, I'm sure. I on'y happened to 
u-k him if he'd ever been to the Zoo! 


——— 


The Captain. I consider you the most unmitigated idiot I have ever seen, sir, 
Edie (interrupting), Hush, hush, pray! You appear to forget me. 


BOWLED! 


) 
\ Beis y 
\,, 4a 


\\ \ Zz essa 
ele 


Tottie Goodenough (looking at card). Mr, Seg Thy) 
Perkins? Don’t know him. What's he like, Sally ? 
i Dresser, Young, miss ; ‘ad a ’arf-crown bookay in 
id O bockers ? Jobson, Yes, sir. Uve—l've had an addition to my family during the night. his ‘and, and he— 
Ae t see anything to laugh at. Head of the Firm. Indeed?) Well, I should hardly think it’s an addition your wife Tottie Goodenough, Go and say I'm engaged, and 
y- Don't you? But the boys would, my dear, would approve of, if that was it | saw hanging on your arm at the Empire last evening. shall be during the run of the piece. * 


W\\\ 


M \ - If 
iby, Ha, ha, ha! You in knicker 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


Biarritz is already a very different piece to what it was on the 
night of its first production. New music, new lines, new songs, 
dances, gags and wheezes, 
have been introduce 
wholesale, with the grati- 
fying result that, to para- 
phrase a once popular 
comic song, “its own 
authors wouldn't know it 
now.” And it is, perhaps, 
ns well, We are in- 
debted but little to 
Messrs. Jerome and 
Adrian Ross ; it is to the 
versatile wit of 
Mr. Arthur Roberts that 
most of the funni- 
ments of the Prince of 


hi t aioe me 
this grea a 
there is not a dull 
reapernerr ast 
8 w uc 

for the meek, is Poca f 
Biarrits will fre 
funnier daily: it is 
already a production you 
must place upon your 
visiting list. . 


s 
THE last of the highly 
successful Carnival 
Balls concluded in the small hours of Thursday morning % 
and few among the festive throng who did not sigh at the 
prospect of waiting so long for another. Augustus, the Old 
congratulates you. *,¢ 


The Moss Grown Mound has this day conferred the “ Award of 
Merit” upon Will Goldston, because he's a good a Entertainer. 
“The only thing that saddens me, feyther,” faltered the Blue Orbed, 
dropping a crystal tear from his agure optic, “is that Will is going to 
leave us so soon. South Africy is to the scene of his future 
operations, and the Johannesburgers ought to welcome ‘im with 
hopen harms, which is more, mon partent, than anyone 'd ever do 
to you.” But here, with a precision bred a practice, 

: pees pang launched the heaviest inkstand at his calumniator, and 
felled him to the earth. ad 


TREMENDOUS business is being done at the Palace just now, and 
ht show. The 


Woodville, Rose Dearing, the cover 
jaylor, 


to hear ° s,° 


On the Sunday afternoon when 
the Prince of Wales was in Brighton 
® month or so back, cigar on 
and a bunch of violets in his coat, 
he walked the whole of the 
Hove Wall with his . A 
closed landau and pair followed the 

eer af ike premenadh ipellsaia 
en e le up, 
beter H.B.H. and Co. At pg 
of the party, young man an 
chactmatly’ lergoaued muffin and 
crumpet cap, was crowded out, when 

less nasal voice issued 


Prince to hear his Ma’s English knocked about so. A fortu- 
nate thing for the muflin-and-crumpeted youth it wasn't the 
German Emperor. ° 

THE Tiv-o-li, as the curate from Cheedle catled the popular 
music-hall in the Strand, has a very fine show on tap just now. 
Sample it. tig 


Matinées of the popular Cinématographe now take place at short 
intervals every afeancen at the Empire foyer, You can obtain a 
fauteuil for two shillings, or a stall for one, 

ss 
s 

TRE Pavilion has a very fine show on just now, which would be 
hetter still if there were fewer “extra turns.” Perhaps ALLY was 
unfortunate the night he went, These little alt can't be 
helped now and again, *,2 


Now is the merry month of May, When 
gay, And little birds do gaily trill, Whilst lam 


‘ing is blythe and 
ins gambol on the 
hill. This 

is nota 
new 

spring 


Green 
. 3 

the dancing chimney sweeps, who once heralded in the month? 
Gone, paces like the Ancient's winter overcoat : though lost to 


sight, to memory ever dear. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
OUR LADY’S CORNER. 


CowpucTEeD BY LaDy Dowpy. 
— 

LitTLe_ INNOCENT.—Certainly not. That custom has gone 
entirely out of fashion. There can be no objection to his buying 
fe a pair, but on no must you allow him to put 

em on. 

JANE.—An excellent lotion to remove pimples is com of 
corrosive sublimate, three ounces ; carbolic acid, half pint ; und 
a little water. 1 am not quite sure about the corrosive sublimate 
but, anyhow, it’s as well to have enough. Apply night an 
morning with a sponge. 

MARTHA has an opera cloak which she wishes to alter and turn 
into a seaside costume, This is very easily done with a little tact 
and a few deft fingers. Unpick the cloak, and dye it navy-blue 
with in pony = of Jones’ dyes, You will stain your 8 
and nailsa little, but that will soon wear off ; besides, some people 
like it, and cnnaer it quite chie, The fashionable tints are — 

for the palms, brown for the backs of the hands, and light blue 

for the nails; anyone who is at all artistic can produce some 
lovely contrasts with the aid of Blackwall’s enamel. But to 
return to the seaside costume. hase ten double-width 


See eae Pear eae thes uty the seaet levers Ghiees | 
now, are al awa: ove! ings 
Perfect dreams! Then 4 ping Bintang dices buttons at Smithers’, 
and some lining and 


at Tomkyns’, and then, as you say you 
don't know how to sew, perhaps it would be as well to try and 
Madame Jonings—my own modiste, and one of the 
and cheapest—to make it up for you. Bhe won't charge 
more than 30s., 1 am orig ed — mention my name, and | have 
no doubt that she would be able to work in the opera cloak for 
the collar or cuffs or something. 
8S. W. B.—I made a perfectly lovely lamp the other day out of an 
old paraffin-oil can. I painted it over with Blackwall’s 
enamel—you'll see his advertisement on the last page but one,— 
and then fixed on the whatsitsname with Sampson's cement, only 
6d.a bottle! 1 picked upon an old globe at a remnant sale, and 
then draped it with alternate folds of green Art muslin, 1jd.0 
vard, and yellow Pongee silk, 6jd., at Nero's. It looks charming. 
T haven't tried to light it yet we use gas, but I've no 
doubt it would answer your purpose ly. 
Nouveau RIcHE.—The etiquette of card-leaving is very 


liar 
and stringent. Never trump your partner's trick and always 
leave your husband's card in Pho hall. One card is sufficient oe 


a funeral, two for a wedding, three for the three-card trick, four 


for and five for Nap, and you can occasionally the 
monoteny by turning down a corner and writing PPC, or 
BS8.V.P. on 
ee 
JACKSON OR MAHER P 


Reed, Toots. Now, I suppose you boys have never heard of the 
Apostle Peter? 

Jemmy. Which ‘un's that. the nig., or the bloke wot Fitzsimmy 
knocked aaht in one round? 


— = 


WHERE IT COMES IN USEFUL. 
“STAMMERING is an awful affliction,” remarked the young 
woman. ‘Still it has its advantages,” said the society young 
man ; “fellow doesn’t need more than two or three ideas to keep 
him talking a whole evening.” 


a 


THEATRE ROYAL, 


“ TRILBY.” 


(1) “Oh! maie aie!” 


(Saturday, May 2, 1299 
CHUCKS. 


(A ROMANCE OF THE RAIL) 
i eel 


CHAPTER IV. 

Fora week after the happy incident on the station pl: ‘ 
emotions of Chucks fluctuated aa much a8 a Scotch sie i 
August. One moment the feelings of Chucks would be th... 
rapture because he had gained Miss Sprotchley’s smile, in anv, 
his heart would be sas 
desolate because 
his high hopes had 
been obliterated by 
the gay presence of 


someone else. 

For Miss Sprotch- 
silly Aizhty and 6 

iv y and a 
flirt. With her it 
was the nt 
male man who was 
the favourite. If 
he was a ee 
decorated through- 

it was well, 
ut if such were 
not there, then the 
less gorgeous 
“local” would do ; 
if there was no 
Sere colonics an 
nary ‘orm 
porter vould fill up 
a so on 
e ut 
of valwky fas 
till the wheel- 
—— might have 
m_ reached if it 
cont ae tink nothing higher could be available, 1 
le n in, igher cou a le. It was very ; 

But such a possibility could hardly arise. For Chel, 
jealous. Chucks loved madly and doubted fiercely. He was {i 
ever finding occasion to haunt that refreshment bar. Not that g 
drank much else than deep draughts of love of Miss Sprotchley 
and equally deep draughts of hatred towards his fellow man wi; 
dared to elicit, or honed to elicit, smiles from that maiden, fy 
Chucks was there, Miss Sprotchley had no excuse to waste ty 
blandishments on greasers and such like, and it was only with tis 
superiors that Chucks had reason to be dissatisfied. When any it 
these were present Chucks grated his teeth with rage. Somme 
these s ors called Miss Sprotchley ‘ Mary,” and one greats 
daring man had once, in the presence of Chucks, chucked the lai; 
under the chin. 

Chucks felt that he could kill that man. But, tortunatelr, 
restrained himself. He merely retired to a lonely “lie,” whe» 
holiday excursion “thirds” were stored, and cuaeil, that man «| 
the half-century-old paint on those carriages began to blist:, 
Then he felt relieved and restored to his right mind. Chui 
once more fluttered towards the bar—the man, the cause of his ww, 
was gone—Miss Sprotchley smiled, and once more the heart 
Chucks was uplifted. 

And so it was that on one day the love of Chucks would bea 
danger of frost bite from the below Zero-like position to whici: is 
hopes had fallen, while next day they would be raised toa pitci¢ 
warmth that would have seemed intolerable to even a Brits 
Army cook on a Nile campaign. Such fluctuations were natur:; 
uncomfortable. and naturally their effect was noticed by 
colleagues of Chucks. It was evident that Chucks was in |. 
but no one was prepared to ise the right of Chucks to be it: 
only one who was to bask in the smiles of the adorable Sproiciic:. 
Each considered he had as a right as another to enjoy ti~ 
smiles, and there was an additional pleasure in having thes si. 
directed in one’s direction when it was recognised that thry 
not only give pleasure to the individual on whom they shone. bi 
also misery for someone else. So they persevered in tx 
rivalry with Chucks. 

But a chance for the further ape es: of Chucks occurre|l. 4 
travelling company of theatricals struck the town to give avr 
night show. When the company arrived Chucks was at 0 
bag; van. Deftly he lifted forth the luggage and so: 
deposited it on the barrow which was to convey it to a wats 
cart. He was particularly gentle with one box. It was very fr. 
It belonged to the stage-manager, and that stage-manager “ 
grateful to Chucks for his tender treatment of a piece of projr"! 
that could not hope to withstand the slightest violence. __ 
The manager would have given Chucks a shilling, but shi!is 
were scarce. He therefore presented Chucks with a co 
front seat tickets—front seats had been, alas! too plentiful du 
their tour. These tickets were for admission that night- 
night was Thursday—Thursday was Miss Sprotchley’s half-holi 
Would she accompany him? He would ask her? He did. 
consented. Bliss ! on 
They occupied two of the front seats, Other railway offic 
who could be spared from duty occupied humbler positions. Ti 
saw Chucks—were eveu proud of him, and from that monet i 
was recognised that Chucks had a prior and predominant clain 
Miss Sprotchley’s smiles. 


(To be continued next week.) 
— 


ISLAND. 


MONKEY 


(2) The reception of Trilby and Svengali. 


Saturday, May 2, 1886.) 
SNATCHER’S PALS. 


. 
=F 
L< 
. . 
ete adc b bed-cioes Gileslive, ‘manialk 
vould have le a -c ef ve, we osem, 

He sci Holmes would not have been in it with him. He has s 
onderful nose on him, and a most powerful scent. No, no! you 
3 n't understand. Nosem is a clean dog, as dogs go, but his scent 
8. most keen. He loves a mystery. The way he goes poking about 

out-of-the-way leering ey round odd and 
lently creeping folk and sniffing at their heels, you'd think 
ry sad, wns a Christian, One evening he saw Snatcher's tor 
sks way urrying along. To make up his mind to follow him was the work 
Was fop amoment. “Rum,” said he, “them pockets is weighed down 
that be nsiderable.” He dabbed his nose against erm. “G'out you 1" 
otchler ied SLOPER. “It’s that confounded undertaker’s = Booh ! 
nan Why id he lunged out with his foot, and caught his toe inst a lamp- 
nm. But st. “Snatcher,” said Nosem, later, “there was thing secret 
iste ke his pocket. Anything portable missed at home?” “Why, 
with bis id Snatcher, “now you come to mention it. the old gal was a 
many ntin’ for ‘er two flat-irons as [ came out.” “Mark me, Snatcher,” 
Somed ial Nosem, impressively, “the old ‘un ‘ll be on the razzle to-night.” 
"greatly d, sad to say, he was. 
he laly (To be continued, ) 

—— ee 

ayia HE KNEW THEY WERE RARE. 
man til Cnaunxcey Depew, who is said to be the best raconteur in 
blists, ew York, tells a story to the effect that a lawyer named Stran, 
Chucks ing about to die, asked his wife to have this epitaph Tes on his 
his we. “But,” said his wife, 
heart d shall I not also add your name?” “No,” was the reply, “every- 

vly who sees it will say, ‘That's Strange!’ so that will supply 
dl be’ 
es ————— 
me ‘ D'YER THINK SOP 


=x 


FY 


prope Yq 


shiliirs 
‘Oupie 


“Say, Jack, isn’t it rum, now ladies have taken to bicycling, that 
u see sO many fancy stockings for sale in the shop windows!” 


ee 


i ONE OF HER NASTY ONES. 

(50 you really think you are a hypnotist, do you?” she asked. 
am satistied that I have considerable hypnotic power,” he 
ied, 

“Well, perhaps you are zight,” she said, thoughtfully ; “that 
ould explain a good many things that have bothered me at times.” 
* Really?” he exclai , With a piquant smile, 

“Un uestionably.” 
“Such as what?” 
“Well, for one thing, it would explain how you were ever able to 
uce ine to marry you,” she replied, insinuatingly. 


FISHING ROD-OMONTADE! 
[Much consternation is rife in Anzling circles concerning @ proposed Tax 
on Fishing Rods.) 
O, Anglers all, 
On you I call 
To fight against oppres- 
sion ; 
Or (alack-a-day !) 
A Tax you'll pay 
On rods in your pos- 
{ session. 
\ i We've taxes queer, 
> SS And some severe, 
m \\_y Yea, often many an odd 
tax; 


1 
Horo. WHERES your 


’ 
But none, I ween, 
Have ever seen 
An odd tax like this 
Rod-tax ! 
Not only Man, 
All spick and span— 
(With tackle of the 
best, too !), 
But-even boys, 
Whose rods are toys, 
Will, doubtless, be as- 
sessed too! 


When travelling far, 
_ With a “ Tiddler” Jar— 
(Without a “Tommy-Dodd” tax), 
Each urchin will 
Feel quite a thrill 
When asked to pay his “ Rod Tax.” 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


oe 
RICHMOND BUILDINGS, BRIGHTON, April 20th, 1896. 

hilst on pee seed or Soerar rd saben a bese inhesens 
wi ng Over m: en a keen intere 

in him ever since he ie came into pir eras think you will 

agree that it bears a striking resemblance, especially about the 


soeoaage Notice the head with the few hairs still growing upon 
it—they ought to be p don’t you think ? 
Yours always, W. STANDEN, 
eee fe 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS, 
No. 2.—A ProvipeNce TO HER FAMILY. 
(She (Miss Clo Graves) is a brave, true-hearted Insnwoman, who has been a 
providence to her family, and does not know what selfishness is.— Morning Leader.) 
as . desc ie To Her FAMILY.”— 
'o 
Is ad known Ts thes clear tone 
In which Fame's accents flow. 
=o, vis 
The tale 
A warmer gush of love shall rush, 
For her, across your heart ! : 


“A PROVIDENCE TO MER FAMILY."— 


ha 

pain towards Fame's domain, 
reach bowers at last, 

ta ah thence, forthwith, - kin and kith 


tem ptuous rown, 
Snapped sacred behased Love's eyes, 
And lived for seit atone ! 
“A PROVIDENCE TO HER FAMILY.”"— 
To her no self-love came! 
And may her bright example smite 


generous 3 with shame! 

For cure'd is he, who, conscience-; 

En the and wine 

Of s! Success, while in distress 
His suffering kindred pine! 


“ A PROVIDENCE TO HER FAMILY.”— 
We owe you much, Miss Grav 

For countless smiles on t 
That sprang (amid the waves 

Of Life's main) from your bright brain; 
Yet thank you more for giving 

Us one more proof that, ‘neath one roof 

Still, Brain and Heart are living 


———0f 


WISE WORDS TO CYCLERS. 


HE that rideth uprightly rideth surely ; but he that perverteth 
his way shall fall. 

Bike while the craze is hot. 

It is no use sighing over split cycles. 

Between two wheels you come to grief. 

A seat unsound soon finds the 

One man can set a beginner on a bicycle, but ten can’t keep him 


Look at others before put on rational costume. 
Too ee bicycles spoil a walk. 
The world’s a cycle, and all society merely cyclists. 
Ney aay eee te be tieead dy orth th: t, 
ever run over & : ure wi e cost, 
Well tirea—teast tired, 
way there's a wheel. 
Mount in haste ond the dust you'll taste, 
Ti never weary. 
A novice and his bike are soon parted. 
dooce bengal oy thet; 
pare p and s e tyre. 
A ring in ons eaves ortnsl : 
Stolen bikes run fast. 


—+ ——_—— . 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL”), 
CHAPPTUR ELEVUN. 

IF i wos a filossyfir, wich, thank gudnis, i ain't, i shood sa “ nevur 
do no wun a gud akshun under no sirkumstances.” 

That fiftean shilings i ‘ad from Mies Maitland and her yung man 
korst me deer, but, as the novvulists sa—I anntisserpait. 

Stornsh tu mi prommis, as sune as i kood find a opperchewnity, 
wich wos not til lait the nex da, i set out tu delivver the noat wot 
Miss Maitland had givun me foar the yung gent as crule fait had 
sepperraited ‘er from. 

wos not faverubly imprest with the eckstearyir aspeck of his 
ressydunce, and wen i found that he mearly ocku a smorl 
atick at the top of siks flites of stares, mi Cpe un fel stil loer. 
The reckerleckshun of the half-sovverin he ‘ad givun me howevur 
korsed me tu percyveer, but evun as i nocked at the doar a kold 
pursentymunt of evul smoat mi hart like a dagar. 

The yung gent, hoo, i blush tu sa, wos in ‘is shert sleaves wen i 
enturd, wos obvyusli imbarrusd at mi apeerunce, but ‘avin 
‘is outer garmunt and red the letur with te atenshun he 
mojnened me tu be seetid wile he rote a repli. This i did, and 
ockupyd imi mind bi speckulaitin huw long it wos synce the 
kurtanes ‘ad bean woshd. and _wi thair wos no karpit on the flore. 

At larst the arnser wos ritun, and with anuther fyve shilins foar 
mi trubble, the yung gent, hoo i, must sa wos the verry esunce of 
gennerosity an: rlitenis, iskorted me down stares — and 
arivin bak in saif i maniged tu hand the billy doo tu Miss Mait- 
land unperseavd. 

A kupple of mornins later, as the skule wos seetid at brekfust, 
the ler bel wos rung vieluntly. 

“ Elizabeth,” said Miss Lora Jain, wen i arnserd it, “ go upstares 
and tel Miss Maitland we are waitin brekfust foar her.” 

Akordingly up i went and ‘avin nocked sevrul times with orl mi 


mite, i tryd the handul of the doar. With a sinkin hart i found 
that it wos locked. 
“If yu plese, mum,” i reternin tu the parler, “if yu lese, 


mum, Miss Maitland’s doar is loked, and i kant maik no wun heer. 

Gs Nonsunse,” ses both mi mystrisis in wun breth., “ thair ain't no 
lok on it. Wot is the sily gurl doin?” 

Upstares they kumes trys the dore thairselves, orl the yung 
ladies krowdin’ up, tu. “Wot av apuned?” sez ra 
Jain, ternin’ pail; “she ‘as got the chest of drors or sumthin’ 
aganst the dore.” 

Then thay pushis, and shuves and shuves and Ses orl the wile 
shoutin’ out to Miss Maitland that she is a bad, krule girl tu fritun 
them so; but the dore doan’t piv’ way a bit. 

“Elizabeth,” sez Miss Matilda, ternin’ tu me, “fech a plecse- 
man; somethin’ dredful ‘as apuned ‘ere.” 

Out i gose and kumes bak with the orficer, and he, putin’ his 
manli shoalder tu tne aore, foarces down the wardrobe and things 
wot was barrykayding the dore, and in we orl rushes, fuly expectin’ 
tu sea the corps of the i!-faited gerl. 

O! orer of orers, wot is this? 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


ee 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
“X” Rays: The flash of a policeman's lantern. 
D1sTINGUISH between Mr. Caanabariain and the column you are 
now reading : Col. Sec.—Col. Second. 
WHat periodical does a lamb dipped in a bag of soot resemble? 
Blackh-ened White. 
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BIRDS SLOPER'S CAUGHT AND KEPT, 
“WHERE'S THE SALT, FEYTHER?!"—ALEC, 


No. 10.—THE CANARY, 


“Sweet songster, had I wings like thee, 
Across ropa I'd wa : 


To fair "s Isle, where we 
Could build our tree-top home.” 
—A. SLOPER, Puet Laurcate, ete. 
a 
THE SECRET OF SUCCESS. 
——— 


FiLIPPer is one of those men wno knock tho stuffing out of 
bang pores yet written ing perseverance, and all that 
60 sg. 
Whatever he essays always results in failure. He positively can 
a 8 i, gion yh his 
wife possesses 2 small income 
of her own—which she religi- 
ously preserves—so, boarding 
and lodging at his better. 
half's expense, the only real 
trouble Flipper experiences is 
the want of pocket-money. 
The other day he chanced 
to aay aperery gs. Now, 
Baggs is portly and prosperous, 
et eh He 
sparing of words and 
— y, and he looks down on 
i 


Hoverthelens, at parting he 
condescended to deliver him- 
self thus orac B 

“The thing lies in a nut- 
shell. Depend upon it, Flipper, 
the whole secret of success 


in life is to buy an article 

“tl (gpd ond. sell it fora 

To eay that Flipper was struck by the sagac ity of this apothegm 

would to put it too mlbaly.” He became actually frantic 

with excitement. To think that such a simple solution of the 

got ee had never before occurred to him! Why, the whole 
ve an 


years of his existence had been simply chucked 
away! Had he known this ten years ago, he would certainly have 


blossomed into a millionaire ere this. Why, even to commence 
now ¢ result in a handsome fortune, say, by the time he was 
fifty! Sly dog, that Baggs !—artful and wideawake, and up to 


every move on the . No wonder his nest was feathered ! 

And brimful of hope, and eager for the fray, Flipper resolved on 
instant action. The first difficulty to overcome was the prelimi- 
nary sixpence—for, sad to relate, the wife, as aforesaid, though 
providing board, lodging, washing, and an occasional rig-out, 
never, even by the merest mischance, allowed him to handle a 
soli copper. For his drinks—beyond the muddy glass of table 
beer—he was simply dependent upon the generosity of his friends. 

But enthusiasm is everything. Secretly he conveyed from the 
house certain articles of clothing : odds and ends which a friendly 
Hebrew charitably purchased for three half-crowns; and tho 
sinews of war orl gil gia the question of the article to be 
bought next presented itself. 

uch cogitation resulted in—a dog-collar, Of course, the very 

thing! Look at the countless number of dogs prowling about— 
and every dog must have an owner. Why, the turn over on dog- 
collars must be something stupendous. Soa sixpenny dog-collar 
was bought straightway, and then—— . 

By a strange mischance every friend, dog-owning and otherwise, 


that he approached on the matter seemed either to be amply pro- 
vided for, or in want of something entirely different. 

“Dirt cheap? Of course it is, my boy!” they said. “Never saw 
such a bob’s-worth in my life. But I’ve got half-a-dozen at home 
already—never use ‘em. If it had been anything else, now—say a 
corkscrew, or a piano, or a hymn-book—anything, in fact, but a 


dog-col 
Well, at the end of ten days he'd “done in” every naltvenny of 
the seven shillings treating possible purchasers ; n cut dead by 
five of his best friends; threatened by an irate publican witha 
locking-up for hawking without a license ; propped on the nose by 
@ periect (and intoxicated) stranger, to whom in a moment of 
despair he had offered it as a bargain for ninepence ; and finally 
sold the offending collar for fourpence to another perfect stranger, 
who begged him to wait “ half a tick ” while he fetched the money. 
This stranger has not, by-the-bye, yet returned. 

Flipper, however, still thinks that Baggs is right, beyond the 
shadow of a doubt—though evidently something is wrong some- 
w 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 427.—Mr. GeorGE HumpPHureys, F.O.S. 


“ Like most individuals who have won distinction, 
the hero of this weck’s sketch began to show signs 
of the sort of stuff hve was made of at a very early 
age. Genius, like murder, will out, and when still 
in short clothing we hear of George astonishing his 
friends and relations by his little impromptu enter- 
tainments. By the time he got his first knicker- 
bockers, he was the acknowledged humorist of the 
neighbourhood, and with the advent of trousers he 
blossomed forth into a fully-fled comedian, 
From then to the present moment he has daily added 
to his reputation as 2 capital character vocalist, for 
which reason he was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him March 2lst, 
1906.°—Debrett _Improeed, 


“Hullo! Josser, you look as if you belonged toa 


Guat hos football team—just about to play off your 


nal tie.” 


GIRLS BOB'S HAD TEA WITH. 


As a matter of form, she had ere one cup and a 
piece of cake, and for the rest of the evening she 
gazed at his lordship with a far-away look in her 
eyea, which, to the initiated, al ware suggests mischief, 
Oh! Cupid, Cupid, what a naughty boy you are! 


“This animal ix a Marsupial, Tommy ; it carries 
a pouch, you see.” “Then you are Marsupial, too, 
uncle.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, May 2, 1896, 


A SERIOUS AL-LEG-ATION. 


— 


‘ +e 
Pern” 


MY 


watch? Give it u it’s the spring that 


by. 1 say, old chap, why is a t lik 
soy. y, cht Neos y poet like a 
sets him going, see! Ta-ta! 


G 
f 


He. Yesh, I am hurt internally. 
She. Policeman, take and have him examined by 
the X rys. 


The Duke of Bilberry. Wm! why he’s got one foot in the grave, ant Ex"Uishep ae at! I'm suffering from too 


Nellie Hikiks, What! Dv you mean to say he’s got a cork leg! 


IMPERENCE. 


« "A’pen’y di , 8oft-roed ‘ering, pen'o’th 0’ pickled cabbage, and I'll take ‘em with 
me. Caray: miss ; but our two-'oree van is disengaged, you know, Cholly. I can't make this beastly cigawette dwaw, 
Boy. Why don't you get out and push, Mister? 


SO RUDE OF HER. 


—— 
— 


ne Mf f “ Poor, dear, plain, unattractive “lorrie! what “ ul 

= i she say when she hears that her Mr. Millyungu" 

Mrs. Carker, And what is that boy of yours doing now? has pro} to me instead?) And mamma was ~° 

Mr. Burleigh, Jack? oh! he's living on his wits. very delighted at the prospect of getting Flu «! 
Mrs. Carker, Then you ought to be ashamed of yourself for letting him starve. her bouks.” 
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